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don't neel any in wine, and [ reckon 1

ona:tor ho glad on't.”

ving delivered himself 8o this effect
he glanced guickly at Cynthin ngain and
rolapsed into silemce.  Amelin helped
herself gravely to the contents of the
tumbler, with the remark that she hated
to see “‘scch good whisky lef like dat
clean out "n de cold,” and then departed
abraptly for the kitchen, Cynthin raised
her boantiful eyes to Jerrold and thanked
him for his refloctions with u simile m|
pweet and engngiug that Bruce, wet ns
he was, sot down his half filled glass
upon the mantel shell as quictly as pos: |
sible, Then a silence fell upon the Little
group—perhaps induncead by the drowsy
warmth and that tendency to reverie
promoted by a blazing fire. The snoring |
of the doge fast asleep npon the hearth-
stone was heard distinetly in the still-|
ness.

These refloctions wore broken in upon
a few minutes later by Amelia, who
emergoed from the kitchen carrying s big
dish of fried catfish and a stewming cof
feepot, which she placed at the head of
the table,

“Cynthy,"” said the old man, tuking his
seat at the festive board without further
ceremony, “tell Ameolyer to hurry up
with them flapjncks and potatoes. T'm
nigh starved! Sot down, boys, and don't
be hankerin after victuals thet's jes' git
tin cold afore yer oyes. Cynthy, you

the coffes, and I'll rastle with the
L]

With this homely introduction he at
once attacked the viands. The rest of
the company cheerfully followed wnit,

Later, when the appetite of the vora- |
clous Alcides Dallas had sucenmbd to
the abundant supply of catfish and flap-
jacks, they all returned to the fire and
seated themselvea variously about the
blaging hearth. After a long interval of
gazing at the incandescent coals the old
wan delivered himself sententionsly to
this effect:

It bein a leetle chilly here this even- |

"—in u low, confidentinl tone, as if in |
confidence to the glowing embers—*it |
bein o loetle chilly tonight, 1 allow thet
of 1 axed Ameelyer to make n good piteh- |
er o eggnog it might help matters and
obligate the mists of adversity and de-
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his reflections,  Broce extended the ease
to Jerrald, and then lighting one hime
self Blew n cloud into the open freplace

1 don't allow thet youw'll Ielieve me,”
ankd old  Dallas, biting off the whole
lower end of the weed before ftting it
carefully between his scant teeth, bt
I hew killed geene with Mary' ez far ax
100 yards,  d like to gt s "head” with
her on them fellers ez stole Od Spike
aud thesa running hogs o onr'n, Bock.”
he broke ont snddenly.

Mr. Buck Jerrold assented grimly, Ty
ing o significant hand on o revolver he

| wore in his belt and tilting his cigar in

his month reflectively.

“Are vou meeting with nny loss intha
way? inquired Bruce, quietly glancing
at both, “U've had a littls trouble ol
thnt kind mysolf lately.™

Y a-na,” deawlod the ol man, “there’
allus sathin goin wrong with yer live
stock, Ef it aiu't cows it's hosses, nind
of it win't hosses it's hogs,  Them black
and white hogs o wine are runnin free
to be sure, but theyv'e good a gosd  road
brand, and there ain't no excuse o
huntin ‘em.  Bat they's pork with my
brand fur sule down at Ban Marcus al’
the same, 1 reckon it's Lem Wickso
and his gang. U've sent word to the
shoriff, and he'll be over here some day
to tulk it over, 1 perpose to hev the law
on 'vm,

“Dadburn the Tuck!™ he broke out sud. |

denly as recent disastors increased  his
“There’s them fine wooled
Vermont bucks ont in the pen,  One on
‘om didn't come to time yesterday al
sundown,  Found him lyin stiff and ecold!
in the mornin—pizened on lnurel, I reck:
on! It's enough to gravel the patience
of Job, durned ef it ain't!”

He leaned back in his chair and took
& lomg, consolatory sip of the eggnog iy
his tumbler with evident zest.  All al
once the air without was filled with eries,
a8 if all bedlam were lot loose—shrieks,
barks and yells that, from their number
and frequency, might have proceeded
from 50 throats.

“There they go, them durned coyotes!”
ejnculated the old man, turning to listen.
“I reckon they're wranglin over the car
cuss o' thet poor old buck, I never hoat
one o' them devils tune up,” he continued

pewa, T done well ‘nofl at fost and made
woney, My house was foll all the while
of shivep nod eattlemen— gomd pny and
plonty of it

“PBut Wmeby, arter the novelty wore
off, Marier snllowed thet the kentey didn't
quite kot up to her expectations and be
gun takin an inventory of the guests
stoppin at the house ter allevinte her
grief at the fact. The fust feller thet
she seomed to find kalkerbsted to over
core the monotony of the frontier was
thibw hore Capting Foranker Hoaded *Mary®
fur this arternoon,  She wmoet him st o
arbecue’ and ronowith himconsid table
for aspell, Of conrse 1 had sathin to
sy on that subjoc’, mod arter nwhile this
Foraker he quit calline 1t might hey
bin bekase T was right smart st makin
warta on silver dollars throwed up in the
air them days, but T don't disonss that
subjec’,  Then there wis o sewin ma-
sheen agent who presented  Marier with
n wnsheen, and thereby savin Marier
consil rable sowin ot mghts give her an
opportanity of showin her gratitade by
plavin the plany e bim onnecessiarily
i the parlor,

“About the matoe time my mwendin be
gan to be uncertiin und  permiskiss, and
the fam'ly menngerio was on dily exhi
tiom,  The mgent Bin'ly went cast, and
Marier langmished for awhile, bot one
day o julery drummer kem through
slick shap, with plenty o wnples o
pinchbeck and gewpnws,  Her spirits
rowe ag'in nod never faltered from thet
time forward, They rose so high this
time thet sho left town with thet feller
one night, and 1 ain't loid eyes on her
AOTION, Marier never Jdone l}llllgH ||_$'
hadves, and 1 never conld guite onder-
staned why it was she left Cynthy hero
behind, but it was w fortunate thing for
me she did, or | reckon 'd setted my ne-
count with o teshooter during the next
fortuight.  Not but wot 'd beon wallin
to settlo bers fast, thongh,” he wdded sig-
nificantly.

1l preferred to hinve left this world
with sunthin to my credit,  Arter that
I quit the hotel bizness and kem here, 1
lent money on live stock and did pretty
well,  Buck here and me own right
smnrt o cattle together, amd he looks |
arter ‘vm, bein foreman o Judge Rey-
nolds' ranch and sprier aud younger, 1
ain't heardof Mres, Dallas sence, s now
I don't wanter,

s gettin Inte,” he said abraptly,
“and I reckon we'd better make down,”

He rose with o yawn and an impatient
kick at the dying embers, Cynthin rose,
too, and calling the dogs pat them ont
of doors for the night, after which she
dropped the gentlemen a quuaint conrtesy
and retired 1o her bhodroom, |

The old man went to aeloset, from
which he took three gray blunkets and
threw them down on the floor,  “*One
apives,” ho sald with primitive hospital-
ity, drawing off his boots and wrapping
hfn ducking cont around them to serve for
a pillow.  He rolled himself in his blan-
ket, his feot toward the fire, and was

pression to not #o monotonously prevail | slowly, “but wot 1 think o' my wife ez | soon asleep and snoring loudly,  Noth-
~that is, if them durned hens hev con- | was onet an how she conld *hold the fort’ | ing was left but for Broceand Jerrold to ‘
cluded to lay at all lately, Yowee, we've | ef any one give her o reasonable oppor: | follow snit. This they accordingly did.

made & beginnin on thet rye whisky,” he
mdded, by way of apology. “*Ameelyer,
wot account hev ye got to give of them
pertickler hemst"

Amelia, who was busily enguged clear-
ing away the remnants of the recent
supper, paused at the table in the act of
scraping a dish, |

“Bless yo' soul, boss, de hens am all
reg’larl I've done got five egus o day
ever sence I fed ‘em thet raw meat.”

“] wanter know!"” said the old man in
gratified surprise, without removing his
eyes from the hearth, ““Waal, then, you |
might beat up about a dozen o' them
egge in & pitcher and empty the rest o
thet jug on ‘em to keep 'em from spilin.
I'm anxious not to get them pains ag'in, |
Praps it won't do to keep my supper
‘waitin too long for it.” |

“De Lor!™ exclaimed Amelia, rolling |
her eyes in amazement, “yo' doan' wan' |
de hole jug o' whisky in dem eggs, hoss!
Do yo' wan' cook 'em into one paste
same as an om'let? Ome teaspoonful to
ebery egg, sah—dat am de correc’ propr-
tion."

“Waal, let her goat thet, then!" gighed
the old man querulonsly, “‘so long ex
you don't give thet centypede time to

to work on my inside afore yer tml
with it.” [

Amelia disappeared in the kitchen |
forthwith and soon returned with the
coveted beverage in an earthen pitcher,
The glasses were filled and set round,

“Thet's & right peart shootin iron o'
your'n, Mr. Bruce!” said the old man,
rnﬂnlup the latter's breechloader ns
t stood in & corner of the hearthstone
and curiously examining it.

“Jeewhittaker! It works like a rifle,
don't it? Waal, now, that lays way over
the ‘Silent Mary,' Buck, yon bhet. Cyn-
thy, bring ‘Mary’ out! She's standin in
the corner. I loaded her today. darter,’
he added in a low tone of voice as if |
thinking aloud, “with a handful o' salt |
in case that blasted t‘artmg Foraker
comes callin on ye ag'in durin the next
fortnight. 1 hain’t no other use for him,
and I reckon he knows it!"” |

Cynthia made no reply to this remark
Alcides, but soon returned to the
hearth ing with diffieulty an enor-
mous mugzle loading shotgun, It was
double barreled and evidently designed
for killing geese at long range. |

1 call her the ‘Silent Mary,' " said the
old man, setting the unwieldy weapon |
between his kuees and regarding it ad- |
mirably, “out of a feelin of gentle sar-
easm. Bhe's about the loudest in argy- |

of any shootin iron I ever see, And
_ she hez to say generally strikes
home—sometimes both ways. [ reck-
the drum of my ear one time was
mb busted! But lookin at her by and |

," he added, tapping the barrel and |

great gun, ** ‘Mary' liez
and met;gll thar' than any-
ever p'in into a flock o
uvﬂﬂ W

tarned his head slowly and re-
Bruce.

dare say,” the latter replied consid-
*yom ean count on that gun for
g range, but 1 find mine con-
t for ordinary shooting. Won't
try a cigar?

opened a leasher cigur case and
ward him, The old man took
watter of course, but pursued
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tunity. 1'd back her sg'in anythin l ever
seen yot.  Thar was times in my famn’ly,”
he added, sinking his voice almost to o
whisper, “when | fust come to Texas an
started in the hotel business, an the
frontier not, so to speak, exactly jibir
with Marier's eccentricities—thar was
times in my family when nothin short ol
o menugerie ot feedin time conld ekel it
I usoter sit by thew times tryin to con
sole myself with the idea thet | hod the
Liggest domestic circus in the Lone Star
country. Thar wan't much comfort in
thet somehow, Hat I'm here yet,” he
concluded triuvmphantly. *Marier ain't.
though,” he added after a panse,

“ls your wife dead, sir?" inguired
Bruce, with all the gravity he conld ns
sume. Cynthia glanced np at him with
a pained look.

“Don't git Al started on married life -
don't, natch'ally!” interposed Jerrold
hastily, with a warning gesture,

But the train was already fired,

“Dead!” exclaimed Alcides Dallas,
“thet's wot I'd like to know. Matter:
mony,” he remarked, deliberately
stretching ont his cramped legs, nryving
his hands deep in the pockets of his
ducking trousors and gazing dejectedly
before him with beut head as if consult
ing an unhallowed past, “mattermony
is & lottery, my friend, whar thar's
more blanks than prizes, and, under
stand me, I'm capable o' jedgin, fur 1

| lived with Marier nigh onto 10 vears,

and hevin  gradusted—not with  high
honors, but all the same havin gradu.
ated—I'm tol'ble well up on the subjec’,

“It's jos' ez 1 say to Cyvnthy here, She's
a good little girl, though, and don’t
gin‘rally give me any trouble on thet
score—not to say thet 1 wonldn't be glad
to see Cyntby hitched in donble harness,
purvided her pardner was an honest sort
o' hoss, warranted sound and kind and
not likely to kick in the traces. Buat
thar's allus thet risk, and nothin's more
uncertain than mavevin, 1 allow, unless
it be swappin hosses. My old granny

nseter say to my sisters—and God knows |

why I didn't profit by it, 1 heard it all
my life—'Gals, don't be in a hurry, fu-
ef you git n good husband you'll be well
paid fur waitin, and ef yon make a mis-
take you'll hev plenty long enough to
live with him." 1 kin only repeat the
same thing to Cynthy and hope she'll
hev more sense than 1 hed on the sub-
jee'. Btill Cynthy knows wot I think
a'ready.”

He pansed and glanced significantly at
Mr. Buek Jerrold, who pulled his hat
brim over his eves, as if to shade them
from the glare of the fire. Cynthia
moved uneasily in her corner, blushed
crimson and stole a glance at Bruce
from under her drooping lushes,

The old man drained his tumbler to
the dregs, st it down on the table with
emphasis and proceeded:

“Still, all this ain’t nuther here nur
there. 1 ke to Texas urter the war
from Caroliny. Marier and 1 hed got
along pretty well back in the States; fit
occasionally, yo know, but thet's ex
pected arter the fust two years,  Things
was flat in Caroliny. 1 'lowed to git out
whar the kentry was new; sold out,
tuck Cynthy—she was only a buby then
—and Marier—1 might better hev left
her, but I didn't know enough—and kem

But toward morning they were aroused |
by Alcides rising impatiently und stomp- |
ing noisily to the door, A few minutes
elapsed and there was a foarful explosion,
the bare room  lighting up with the red
flash.  Bruce sat up at onee, rabbing his
sleepy eves and inguiring the eanse of
the disturbance,  Even in his confused
alarm he heard Cynthia langhing to her-
solf in her little bedroom,

“Itw nothin at cows,” said Mr. Bugk
Jerrold, turning over with & yawn in
his blanket.  *“The old man left a pair of
good breeches ont on the fence to dry
this evenin, and I reckon them ealt
starved cattle hev been chinwin onto 'em
in the course o' their pryin round. He's
seen fit to turn loose onto them the load
which he said he give ‘Mary' this arter-
noon on sccount o' Foraker,  It's n way
of saltin "em that's guite pop'lar here at
the ranch,”

CHAPTER 1V,

Dawn came. lacing with rose and am-
ber the severing east. With the first
rays of light the cries of wild geese were
heard flving in long harrow toward the
river, and also the faint elang of mallard
and shelldrake passing overhead,  These
sonnds awoke Bruee, who rose eramped
and stiff and leaned against the chimney-
piece in lazy admiration of the pageantry
of early morning seen throngh the shut-
terless windows of the rauch.

He glanced down at the tumbled heap
of blankets at his feet,  Only one of Lis
companion bedfellows moet his eve,  Mr,
Buck Jerrold had already arisen, leaving
his disordersd enwrappings in a tangled
coil, very much as a snnke casts its skin,
The old man, his hands folded upon his
breast, lay fint npon his back, snoring
dismally.

Bruce regarded him a moment with an
amused smile, and then troe to the
sportsman’s instinet drew on his shoot-
fng jacket, canght up his gun from the
corner of the hearth and stepped oot
into the cool, elear air.

As he did 8o he beheld Mr. Buck Jer.
rold saddling his roan cow pony and
evidently making preparations for an
early departure,

“Where away at this hourof the morn-
fng?” he ingquirad, sauntering np.

“Back to the ranch, ['ve got more'n
60 vounyg lambs to look after, I reckon.”

“Yon're not going off before break-
fast? Broce inguired, leaning on the
Enate, |

“1 reckon so, 1 don’t call 10 miles
afore breakfast any great shukes."”

*That depends on the rider,” Broce res
plied pleasantly. [ don't think any one
could hire me to ride 10 miles thismorn-
ing without a cup of coffee at least, 1
feel a8 lume and stff as if Td leen
dragged at the end of a lariat through a |
thick chaparal.” '

“Oh, I've hed my coffes, yon can het
yer life!” Jerrold replicd.  “Amolin's up
already; she ain't the woman to let a
man start out without suthin under his
jocket, I say. pardoer, of you're in any
great hnrry to got back to the Mesqguit
valley, bwin ez you're turned foot loos
and withont a nag to ride on, ye can hey
Buckshot here fer 25" indicating his

| roan, *'He ain't handsome, but he's good

for twice thet distance, ez smart ez ye
want to june him. He's fast and sure

to Texps and started into the hotel big- ' footed Loth aud dop't buck wuther, Yo

needn't keop vor trivnds waitin and anx
foun, 1 kin rope one o the old man's
Senveynrd’ and got off ensy with half an
hour's delay.”

He posedd. Dringing the much lsuded
Duckshot  smartly  aronmd by s hlow
of hin quirt as he did o, nt the s
time stooping and tightening the Hunk
wirth,

Buockshot, n large, raw boned, speot
ted horse with vicious eyes nd Roman
nowe, Inid his cars back in protest; theo
hio wprang elenr of the ground wath Tack
arched Dike o cat and vt legs, striking
the earth 9t every
woere no such property known to matter
us elasticity o variesd this unigue puer
formance at intervals by o planging
movernent fore and aft, like a stont shiy
in n henvy s, The result was soon ob
vious,  Amiid awhirling vortex of blind
fng dust and Bving hools the saddie e
wnn trn. When Buckshot
ponded his exertions a few minutes Inter
and struek n snorting and indignant tah
losn with flery eves and laring
the suddle was npside down mnd hanging
loosely botweon his fonr foet

SN maid Broee gmetly. vanlting
hghitly over the fence, after witnessing
this interesting porformanee, 1 seenow
plainly  that  Buockshiot dows not buck,
He s omly a e opposed to vonr vineh-
ing’ the flankgirthe Bnt ok 1 shall
et along here very well, Mr. Jerrold,
until iy partner, Pinl Kernochan, look
e np or senething favornble happons
He knew that my general direetion was
the Colorado river, sl that 1 was out
after turkevs,  Meanwhile the hanting
is '.;-'wi. atid 1 thank I shuwt o brawee of
mnlliards before the fanuly s stivrmng,
Adiosl  Drop in and see s the pest
time yon're over onr way, There they
come now ! he exclanmed, shoving o con
ple of shells into his gon, as he marked
aemall Nock of doek coming  down th
wind, “Adios!”
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AN INTERESTING WOMAN, |

The Hrilllant Society Editor of a Cineine
nutl Vaper,

Mra, C. A. R. Deverenx, the brilliant
society editor of the Cinemnati Commiers
cinl Ginzette, lives on West Fourth street,
where, until recently, when three wid-
dings of her children followed in quick
snceession, she was surronnded by an in-
terestingg fnunly, Only wee, dainty Mar-
fon, who is yet a bud, remaing in this
howe of refinement,

Muts,

AR DEVEREUX,

Born in Boston, brought upe in an at-
mosphere of cultare, invited to read ot
morning syimposiuins papers that fownd
their way into print, it is hard to <
when Mrs, Devercux tirst began to we '
for the newspupers.  But the first roal
work, abont five years after her o
riage to General Deverenx in the seven
ties, was for the Boston Advertiser. o
next work was for The Courier of that
aty,

It has been only & few years since wo
men begun to be appreciated as jonrnal
ists, and on the removal of General Dev
erenx to Cincinnati in 1576 &he bogan
write feature articles for The Giazette
asing the nom de plume of Clare de Vore,
and for The Commercial, where her 1
tials, D'Are, reversed, were nsed,
after her advent in Cineinnati journalivan
she was given the art assignments ol
then society work,  The Sunday pagwi
had grown, and with it the society col
umn, and on the consolidation of The
Commercial Gazette Mrs, Deverenx was
made society editor, and she enjoys
the distinetion of being the first woman
employed in any eapucity on the Cinein-
nati papers.  To define in what partien-
lar Mrs. Devercux attracts vou is an im-
possibility. but as yon enter her door
something in the sincere hospitable greet-
ing makes von fool you are really wel
come to this retreat, with its quaint fur-
nighings, all in such artistic confusion,

In appearance Mrs, Devereux is of
medinm  height, rather stout, but her
earringe is so dignified it gives you the
impression she s quite tall, The ex-
pression of her face I8 forceful, and in
her profile the angleof intellectisclearly
defined.  Bhe is bright and witty in con
versation, 18 well versed in all briand hes

=onit

of newspaper work and wields a rogdy

trenchant pen, Mrs, Devercux is a fine
linguist.  Her fuds? Al vos, womnen all
have fads nowadays, but to see horin her
home one need not ask that gquestion. It
s one any woman ought 1o he prowd 1o
own-—hier home and the comfores of her
fuanily, Mauir E. IsLER.

The (1d Masters.
Art Patron— Only U0 franes for a gen
gine Hembrandt, and so well preservod,

tou, that it s really very chenp What
Towss the pleture represeat?
Hroker - Can't you see? Ilie battle of

Sedan, per Baceo! Mondo Unioristice

A Falsw ( harge.
Muggistrate—What is the chnrge?
Ofcwr—Carrying concvaled degdly w el
s

Prisoner—"Ti= flse, your honor. 1 b
nocdegdly weapone Tt was only 0 French
lueling pistol — New York W vekly

An Tndulgent Husband,
Rachelor—No more sewing on of SUSpPen
ler Dot tons ow, old Doy, el
Benshlet—No, 1| wenr a lwit now. 1've
qut o time to sew on buttons Keeps me
pustling to buy bread and bLutter, —Texas
Bifting..
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estern J(ormal
COLLEGE,

The School for the Masses.

# ¥ LINCOLN, NEBRASKA., * %

AN OLD SCHOOL IN A NEW LOCATION

(FORMERLY OF SHENANDOAH, IOWA),

25 DEPARTMENTS.

35 TEACHERS.

Heantital, healthy foention, 20.acre campns, sleateic streat oar line rons dirsctly to campus with.
oat chanwe, $200,000 In bnildines, splondid sguipments, superior saceom modntions, strone fnealty,

sEperisnced manawement, eomprebensive cuerleulam, thoroogh work, high r X .
Auencen and low ex peoses for students “ LR AR

DEFARTMENTS AND COURRES,

We have U6 coursen, Ouar Masie, Fine Art, Pen Art, Delanrte, Blo
e _ y ’ " 2 cotionary Conrses and Kinder-
:;Il:lau.::@ Model Trainiog Schools (for both ehildron snd atodent tonchers) sre pot equaled 1n
STHREET CAR TRANSFERS
tooany part of the ity for all who attend the Western Normal,
jast such classes am yoo desirs Weite, or enll and see ne
Spring term opens Aneil T8, 180, and conflin a 10 weeks
and continges 8 weoks. Yoo enn enter at any time, ho wover

You ean euter at any time and fad
_ Bummer term opens June 20, 1893,
Untalogues and Clrenlars Free,

WM. M. OROAN, President, or
W, J. KINSLEY, Beo'y and Treas.

SPECIAL SALE.

FOR ONE WEEK ONLY,

Alddreas,

WESTERN NORMAL COLLEGE, LINCOLN, NEB.

OF

2 Blue and White

srantte Ware —

WE HAVE FIFTY CASES.

ALL THE NEW THINGS IN COOKING UTENSILS.

s Remember this special sale will last for Oxe WeEk ONLY
‘ome early while stock is complete.

Rudge & Morris Co,

Leading Hardware and Furniture House in city.,
MACFABLANE'S
ICE CREAM PARLORS

Are Now Open and we are Serving the Purest and Most Delicious
lee Cream in the City,

Allo KINDS OF GAKES TO ORDER

We make a Specialty of Family Orders and will promptly deliver all Supplies at
Keasonable Vrices,

WILLIAM MACFARLANE, Proprietor,
MoBride Block, COR 12TH AND P STS.

Telephone 457

TELEPHONE 268

JAMES H. O'NEILL,

Fine s Plumbing,

s ol 1l istures,

Live A TE RS

—

i
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Avent tor CAPITOL Aaxo BOLTON HOT WATER
AasD COMBINATION GAS MACHINES.

126 NORTH NINTH STREET.

. ——

Found it at Last.
JUST THE BOOK
| HAVE BEEN
LOOKING
FOR

And peveral thobsniud othvrs

&

I sodwime nll who would save tiie to go At once Lo

H. W. BROWN'S,, 126 South 11th St.

REPAIRING

SEWING MACHINE
= AND GUN

We have just smployed s akilitul workman from the East, who ie fully ecompetent to make all
repaire i the abuve liues, T.J. THORPE & CO., %0 South Eleveath 8¢
"




